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36-Eve 

Cody  Marcukaitis 

Crunch!  Goes  the  apple  and  the  favor  of  man, 
as  a  woman  whose  nakedness  spanned  since  Earth  began. 
She  swept  through  fair  Eden,  enclosed  paradise; 
never  any  storms,  never  snow  or  ice. 

Her  and  dear  Adam  were  perfectly  paired 
spawned  from  his  bones  and  harmony  shared. 

Lost  in  blissful  holiness,  no  worries  or  cares 
meant  to  build  man  with  their  children  and  heirs. 

But  Adam  ne'er  touched  her,  or  delighted  her  flesh 
So  in  her  life,  given  by  God,  she  hoped  to  afresh. 

For  buried  within  was  a  desire,  insatiable  need: 
something  scratched  and  clawed  and  longed  to  be  freed. 

It  could  not  be  explained,  but  I  pulled  from  within 
Birthing  a  new  thing,  soon  after  called  sin. 

But  He  made  it  clear  to  avoid  the  sweet  tree 

and  she  didn't  know  the  garden  was  occupied  by  three. 

Preening  and  sliding  along  its  sly  front 
all  scales  and  monstrous  fear. 

The  serpent  arose  to  track  down  and  hunt 
a  new  prey  to  have,  he  said  with  a  sneer, 

"Take  heed  and  take  bite  of  the  apple  so  sweet," 
presenting  the  blood  red  candy  jewel. 

"I'll  show  you  a  new  Earth  if  you  only  just  eat 
and  take  what  you  crave  to  end  His  sick  rule" 

And  though  she  was  timid  of  the  ambrosial  gift 
bestowed  to  her  by  the  snake. 

She  snatched  it  away  from  its  tail  so  swift 
And  when  she  did  take,  her  soul  came  awake. 

From  outside  of  Eden  God  did  so  shun 

And  the  skies  became  dark  and  turned  an  ash  gray. 

But  her  and  Adam  never  had  so  much  fun 
With  her  armful  apples  and  risque  lingerie. 
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Slithering  Cerulean 

Kristen  Hodges 


Clash  with  the  Cirrostratus 

Kara  Ponce 

Some  angel  must  be  scratching 
his  scalp  up  there — 
somebody  get  this  guy  some 
Selsun  Blue  or  at  least  inform 
him  that  you  and  everybody  else 
would  rather  not 
shovel  up  his  discards — 

Excavating  pathways  until 
your  back  gives  or  you 
uncover  coprolites 
beneath  this  ivory  blanket. 

Oh,  so  that's  where  I  parked 
my  car,  somewhere  down  here 
beneath  the  least  sleep-worthy 
pillow  that  drops  snow  like  stars — 

Heavy  stuff  that  crushes  your  dreams 
of  finding  the  end  of  your  driveway 
sometime  before  work  later. 

Beneath  the  streetlights 

the  crystalline  flakes  look 

like  a  billion  diamonds, 

the  treasure  trove  of  Ali  Babba 

vomited  from  the  Cave  of  Wonders 

onto  your  front  lawn,  for  your  (dis)pleasure. 

At  night  the  sky  becomes  the  lavender  hood  of  sleep 
which  keeps  you  wrapped  tightly  in  its  folds 
while  the  old  joints  ache  with  the  weather. 

— Some  angel  must  be  scratching 
his  scalp  up  there. 
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Spout 

Dan  Martinez 
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The  Paperman 

Elizabeth  Chatman 


The  heavy  apartment  door  quickly  swings  open,  brass  knob 
denting  the  already  damaged  wall,  breaking  the  ever-present 
quiet.  Henry  rushes  into  the  small  space.  A  faded  gray  suit  with 
wear  at  the  elbows,  a  missing  button.  Dark  curls  spotted  with 
fresh  snow.  Flushed,  pale  face.  Piercing  green  eyes,  a  furrowed 
brow.  The  door  slams  shut,  tiny  paint  chips  are  loosened  from 
their  wall  and  flutter  to  the  dull  wooden  floorboards. 

Henry  steps  to  his  desk,  the  discarded  one  he  picked  up  from 
the  street,  complete  with  etches  and  coffee  stains  in  the  wood. 
Yanks  back  its  matching,  also  rejected,  chair,  hangs  his  coat  on 
the  back,  slumps  down  in  it.  Throws  down  the  torn,  opened 
envelope,  revealing  his  own  name  embossed  on  the  thick, 
matte  paper:  Henry  John  Dalton.  Lights  a  candle,  illuminates 
the  darkening  room.  Pulls  open  the  drawer,  forcing  it  over  the 
spot  where  it  always  gets  caught.  Removes  a  single,  clean  sheet 
of  paper,  lays  it  down  in  front  of  him.  Produces  an  inky  fountain 
pen  from  a  smaller  drawer. 

He  leans  back  in  the  chair,  rubbing  his  tired  eyes,  trying  to 
rub  the  day  away.  Tomorrow  will  be  better,  Henry  weakly  tries 
to  convince  himself.  But  the  outlook  is  bleak  at  best.  His  meager 
savings  are  rapidly  depleting,  and  his  standards  of  living  is 
incessantly  being  lowered  and  violated.  The  radiator  stopped 
humming  two  days  ago,  his  two  meals  a  day  decreased  to  one. 
And  he  couldn't  muster  up  enough  persuasive  speech  nor 
worthy  writings  to  land  a  job.  His  hands  curl  into  fists,  knuckles 
pressing  his  eyes  for  a  moment,  spots  appearing  in  his  vision 
behind  his  lids.  He  takes  a  deep  breath  and  keeps  his  eyes  shut 
to  reality. 

Images  flash  through  his  mind:  tracing  constellations  in  the 
dark,  the  smell  of  musty  leaves  blanketing  the  ground,  the  cool 
air  of  that  autumn  night,  her  hushed  voice,  the  cold  shivers  that 
ran  up  his  arm  as  she  drew  patterns  with  her  fingertips  on  his 
wrist,  the  nearly  visible  connection  between  them,  electric  and 
thriving. 

Henry  opens  his  eyes,  automatically  begins  to  write.  He 
wants  his  pen  to  dance  across  the  page,  to  effortlessly  tell  his 
story.  But  it  stumbles,  catches  on  a  knot  in  the  wood  under  the 
paper,  leaks  spots  of  ink  at  the  end  of  letters.  He  quickly  crushes 
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the  page,  tosses  it  behind  him.  Starts  again. 

The  flash  of  her  smile  in  the  growing  darkness,  the  rustling  of 
leaves  above  their  heads,  scattering  spotted  shadows,  her  warm 
breath  against  his  chilled  cheek,  the  tingling  needles  down  his 
back,  her  soft,  full  lip  grazing  his. 

He  tries  to  force  the  pen.  An  overwhelming  ink  blot;  crumple, 
toss.  His  hand  accidentally  smears  the  page;  crumple,  toss. 
Scratching  out  a  phrase,  no,  the  whole  sentence;  crumple,  toss. 
Doesn't  do  her  justice;  crumple,  toss.  Doesn't  capture  how  he 
felt  that  night;  crumple  toss.  Crumple,  toss;  crumple,  toss. 

He  hears  a  tiny,  abrupt  crinkle;  a  small  animal  scuttling 
through  dead  leaves.  Henry  pauses  for  a  moment,  icy  fingers 
hesitant,  clutching  the  pen.  He  shakes  his  head,  dismissing  the 
thought.  Puts  the  pen  to  the  page  once  again. 

The  pen  scrawls  across  the  page,  spitting  venom.  Preys  upon 
an  unappealing  word  choice.  Strikes,  obliterating  the  letters  with 
a  blot  of  ink.  Henry  bites  his  lip,  stuck,  the  snake  constricting  his 
thoughts.  He  crumples  the  page,  tosses  it  aside.  It  lands  among 
the  countless  others,  all  harboring  inky  wounds.  He  pulls  another 
sheet.  Another  round  of  the  ink  venom- jotting,  scratching, 
pausing,  smearing,  crumpling.  Toss  it,  new  sheet. 

The  pile  of  discarded  ideas  grows;  the  ideas  begin  crumpling 
themselves.  At  each  noise,  Henry  hesitates,  holds  his  visible 
breath  for  a  moment,  and  finally  shakes  his  head.  Continues 
his  work.  Feeds  the  pile.  Grips  the  pen  until  his  knuckles  turn 
white.  Bites  his  lip  until  it  throbs  raw.  Feels  something  slip,  eyes 
unfocused,  but  he  shakes  it  off.  Blinks  hard,  refocuses  on  the 
page  in  front  of  him. 

A  small  spot  of  red  struck  the  white.  Henry  touches  his  lip, 
revealing  blood  on  his  fingertips.  He  snatches  up  the  paper, 
tears  and  crumples  it  in  a  small  fit.  Pitches  it. 

Henry's  shoulders  weaken,  slump.  He  buries  his  head  in  thin 
arms.  Hot  tears  escape  his  eyes,  tracing  down  the  sunken  lines 
of  his  cold  face.  It  begins  as  small  whimpers,  but  quickly  unravels 
into  heavy,  broken  sobs.  Now  he  is  sure  he  is  imagining  the 
crinkling. 

But  the  noise  grows  louder,  harsher.  It  drowns  out  Henry's 
sobs.  He  lifts  his  head,  turns,  wipes  the  tears  from  his  blurry 
eyes.  Opens  them.  Draws  in  a  quick,  jagged  breath.  Blinks. 

The  deafening  crumpling  stops.  Silence  swells  in  the 
apartment,  pushing  down  on  the  space,  compressing  the  air  in 
Henry's  lungs. 
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A  figure  stands  before  him.  The  figure  of  a  man.  Only  it  isn't. 
What  should  have  been  flesh  and  bones  was  paper.  Rough, 
crumpled,  moulded.  Sharp  folds  form  its  harsh  features.  The 
darker,  ink-diluted  pages  transform  into  a  crisp  suit.  Lines  of  ink 
define  its  eyes. 

The  figure  outstretches  its  arm,  the  movement  accompanied 
by  a  soft  crinkling  of  an  elbow.  It  holds  out  its  hand,  delicate 
fingers  opening  to  reveal  Henry's  pen  cradled  in  its  uneven, 
crumpled  palm. 

New  light  streams  in  through  the  dusty  windows,  the  winter 
sun  providing  little  warmth.  Henry  awakens,  sprawled  on  his 
bed,  eyes  tired,  hair  ruffled,  still  in  his  best  clothes.  He  kicks  off 
his  scuffed,  cracked  shoes.  Turns  the  squeaky  faucet  and  runs 
cold,  wet  hands  over  his  face.  Scrapes  the  last  of  the  coffee  from 
the  tin,  lights  the  gas  stove,  boils  a  small  pot  of  water. 

He  sits  at  his  desk,  sipping  the  bitter  liquid,  examining  the  few 
pages  of  writing.  Smeared  ink,  almost  illegible  writing,  written 
in  a  quick,  mad  state  of  mind.  A  single,  distinct  word  near  the 
edge  of  the  page  catches  Henry's  eye.  Paperman.  It  hit  him.  The 
paper,  the  crumpling,  the  figure.  He  carefully  takes  in  a  deep 
breath  and  slowly  lets  it  out,  closing  his  eyes.  The  crumpling 
echoes  in  his  ears.  He  turns.  The  heap  of  crushed  papers  lay 
noiselessly  on  the  floor. 

A  few  days  pass  by.  Henry  writes,  but  the  paperman  does 
not  make  an  appearance.  He  spends  hours  watching  the  heap 
of  paper,  willing  it  to  move,  to  make  that  crinkling  noise  that 
never  leaves  his  circling  mind.  The  more  days  pass  by,  the  more 
he  becomes  sure  it  was  a  dream.  Or  a  hallucination,  a  fit  of  the 
mind,  transfixed  in  a  certain  madness. 

At  the  end  of  the  week,  Henry  receives  a  call.  A  man  on  the 
other  end  of  the  line  speaks  in  a  scripted  way,  and  Henry  strains 
to  hear  each  word  over  the  crackle  of  the  telephone's  static.  An 
interview  for  the  newspaper,  a  position  as  a  journalist,  tomorrow 
at  nine. 

Henry  sits  up  straight  on  the  heavy,  mahogany  chair,  his 
hands  fidgeting  nervously  on  his  lap.  The  office  smells  of 
conditioned  leather,  pipe  smoke,  and  coffee.  The  man  across 
from  him  sits  in  a  large  leather  office  chair  behind  an  expensive, 
prominent  desk  with  a  silver  name  plate  and  straight  papers, 
resting  his  elbow  on  the  chair's  arm  and  his  chin  in  his  hand.  He 
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peers  down  at  his  notes  from  behind  spectacles. 

"So  what  experience  do  you  have?"  the  director  asks  in  an 
apprehensive  tone,  eying  Henry  carefully,  scrutinizing  his  every 
tiny  movement,  his  every  word. 

"Well,  uh,  I've  written  ads  for  the  barbershop  on  second 
street,  reviews  for  local  theater  productions."  The  director  fiddles 
with  his  pen.  "And  uh,  some  independent  work."  The  director 
conclusively  scratches  down  a  few  words. 

"Alright,  sir,  I  think  we're  just  about  done  here.  Thanks  for 
coming  down.  I'll  give  you  a  call,  alright?"  He  quickly  shakes 
Henry's  hand.  It's  too  quick,  too  detached;  his  fingers  slip  away, 
taking  the  opportunity  with  them.  The  director  forces  a  smile  as 
he  holds  the  door. 

Henry  shuffles  down  the  street,  past  countless  faces,  not 
seeing  any  of  them.  He  rounds  the  corner  of  Addison  Square 
and  takes  the  shortcut  past  the  train  station.  A  woman  catches 
his  eye,  calls  his  attention  from  the  crowd.  Her  face  blushes  a 
lovely,  familiar  shade  of  pink,  her  soft  brown  curls  quiver  with 
the  snowy  draft-  the  same  way  her  hair  flutters  in  the  autumn 
air-  her  clean,  white  buttoned  coat  contrast  with  the  dirty, 
coal-dusted  stone  ground.  She  turns  her  head,  searching  for 
someone,  they  make  eye  contact,  and  Henry  shyly  smiles  at 
her.  She  politely  smiles  back,  but  before  she  can  look  away,  her 
eyes  reveal  judgment,  and  worse,  a  flicker  of  fear.  She  grabs  her 
child's  hand,  a  small  boy  with  the  same  brown  hair  and  round, 
curious  eyes,  and  briskly  walks  away.  She  walked  away. 

Henry's  chest  beats  with  a  cold,  shivering  emptiness.  He  pulls 
his  coat's  collar  up,  tightens  his  frayed  scarf.  His  feet  numbly 
carry  him  home,  through  the  dreary,  icy  alley  and  up  the 
staircase.  His  throat  tightens,  his  breath  catches  as  he  unlocks 
the  door  and  pushes  into  the  apartment.  Henry  throws  down 
his  coat  and  steps  out  of  his  shoes  before  collapsing  beside  his 
bed.  His  whole  frame  shudders  uncontrollably,  as  if  his  body  was 
attempting  to  create  some  comforting  warmth  in  his  lonely,  lost 
world.  New  tears  act  as  flowing  proof  that  he  lives,  despite  the 
numbing  sensation  that  washes  over  him.  His  chest  tightens,  he 
gasps  for  air  between  sobs  and  whimpers. 

There  is  a  sudden  noise.  It  ends  nearly  as  quickly  as  it  began. 
Henry  holds  his  breath,  peers  over  the  edge  of  his  bed.  There, 
behind  his  scuffed  desk  chair,  poised  on  the  dusty  floorboards, 
stands  the  paperman. 
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Montserrat  is  dying 

Daniel  Becerra 

Montserrat  I  pleaded  with  you. 

It's  not  that  I  don't  really  want  to. 

Is  that  what  you  think  of  me? 

At  19  years, 

Your  mind  - 
Eroded  new  limestone 
Your  hair  still  long 
And  broken  at  the  ends. 

I  love  that  effortless  Effort 

That  you  put  into 

your  drying  petal  seduction 

And  your  blood,  the  reduction 

that  stained  like  yellow,  wasted  affect 

would  diffuse  always 

away  from  me. 

Only  two  decades, 

A  child,  they  keep  on  saying 
But  two's  enough. 

Candy  Cellophane,  your  breath  on  expiration 
Montserrat  my  weeping  wound, 
brittle  body, 

frosted  eyes  crowned  in  sickly  gold 

they  speak  to  me 

and  say,  "my  hands  are  high, 

I've  given  up... 

But  the  wisps  of  flesh  insinuations, 

And  the  beauty  is  still  mine". 

Creases  in  the  sweetest 
Places 

that  are  now  so  still. 

I  swear 

I'd  move  my  mouth  with  them 
If  you'd  move  with  me  too. 

But  I  am  not  so  selfish 
And  you  my  love 
Are  much  too  ill. 
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50  Shades 

Jonathan  Garcia 


The  far  out  awareness  of  Lysergic  acid  diethylamid 
shaping  lame  bland  colored  green  leaves  into  a  bleeding 
massacre  involving  red. 

Laying  on  uncut  grass,  wondering  why  my  soul 
should  be  suffering, 

Indulging  the  tangy  sun,  wanting  strawberries,  more  acid. 
My  scarce  baby  instincts  coming  back,  they  were  scarce. 

A  black  man  playing  peek  a  boo,  while  my  vision 
kept  seeing  the  old  rhyme  book  of  green  eggs  and  ham. 
Where  can  i  find  the  nearest  ATM?  I  need  to  go 
buy  some  lights,  the  road  is  so  dark. 

The  peaking  is  at  it's  end,  my  sunglasses 
on  for  the  next  sunlight,  i  cannot  see. 

I  stumble  onto  my  father's  desert  ridden 
stomping  grounds.  My  father  resembling 
the  fallen  Montezuma 
I  begin  to  eat  the  strawberry,  so  bitter, 
but  I  see  nothing  wrong  with  that. 

More  money,  more  money! 

My  character  reduced  to  the  size  of  an  ant. 

Forever  to  be  crushed. 
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Addictions 

Denisse  Martinez 

The  alcohol,  its  stings, 

They  say  it  helps,  they  say  it'll  heal. 

So  afraid  of  what  morning  brings 
They  say  it  helps,  that  I  won't  feel. 

They  say  it  helps,  they  say  it'll  heal. 
Nicotine  and  aspirin 
They  say  it  helps,  that  I  won't  feel. 
Shoplifting  induced  adrenaline 

Nicotine  and  aspirin 
The  way  you  hit  me  and  I  love  you  still 
Shoplifting  induced  adrenaline 
Antidepressants,  pretending  to  be  ill. 

The  way  you  hit  me  and  I  love  you  still 
The  way  dreams  can  feel  so  real. 
Antidepressants,  pretending  to  be  ill. 
The  way  the  truth  can  be  concealed. 

The  way  dreams  can  feel  so  real. 
Drunken  kisses  that  leave  you  gasping 
The  way  the  truth  can  be  concealed. 
Blind  hope,  in  God  believing 

Drunken  kisses  that  leave  you  gasping 
The  drugs  that  make  life  easy. 

Blind  hope,  in  God  believing. 

That  buzz  that  keeps  you  dizzy. 

The  drugs  that  make  life  easy. 

Taking  always  one  more  pill. 

That  buzz  that  keeps  you  dizzy. 

They  say  it's  harmless,  that  it  won't  kill. 

Taking  always  one  more  pill. 

Porn,  purging  and  codependency 
They  say  it's  harmless,  that  it  won't  kill. 
All  that  paper  we  call  currency 

They  say  it  helps,  they  say  it'll  heal 
They  say  it  helps,  that  you  won't  feel. 


I  Drank  Coffee  and  Now  I  Can't  Sleep 

Chris  Salgado 


10pm 

it's  getting  late 

11pm 

still  up  but  should  be  falling  into  slumber  soon 

12am 

lay  in  my  bed 
snuggle  in  the  blankets 
head  cradled  on  the  pillows 

lam 

still  laying  here 

the  empty  noise  swirling  around  me 
dark  is  in  every  direction 
close  my  eyes  and  try  to  sleep 
but  I  see  faces  behind  these  blinds 
and  the  words  that  dance  in  my  head 
why  won't  it  just  shut  up 

2am 

getting  up 
can't  sleep 

I  need  to  write  all  this  down 

and  silence  the  gears  grinding  in  my  head 

maybe  then  I  can  have  some  peace 

3am 

that  didn't  work 
I'm  still  restless 
at  a  loss  for  peace 
just  sitting  on  my  floor 

with  pen  in  my  hand  and  journal  in  front  of  me 
maybe  some  whiskey 
yeah  that's  it 

4am 

I  find  myself  dancing 

and  twirling 

to  the  serenity 

to  the  voice  in  my  memory 

to  the  memories 

finding  solace  in  these 

from  the  melody  of  the  night 

this  and  that  that  I  miss 

the  melody  that  is  in  everything 
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5am 

I  sense  the  calming 

and  peaceful  nature  slipping  back  into  me 
laying  on  my  floor 
I  don't  think  about  any  troubles 
any  remorse 

I  don't  think  about  what  is  bothering  me 

or  about  you  or  you 

and  yes  even  you 

just  laying  here 

falling  into  slee... 

fuck 

6am 

the  thoughts  are  restless  again 

in  a  final  sprint  to  achieve  what  they  set  out  to  do 

planning  days'  actions 

conversations 

emotions  and  thoughts 

hearing  their  feet  running  back  and  forth 

finding  a  place  for  peace 

for  refuge 

for  rest  after  a  long  night  of  work 

7am 

light  is  peering  through  my  window 

everyone  has  found  their  peace 

and  has  gone  silent 

I  hear  nothing 

no  pitter  patter  of  feet 

no  conversations 

no  replays  of  the  past 

not  even  the  voice  of  a  long  ago  memory 

I  find  my  peace  in  this,  in  the  silence 

dragging  myself  the  empty  shell 

from  the  night's  festivities, 

into  my  bed 

pulling  the  covers  over  me 

and  cradling  my  head  in  the  pillows  again 

drifting  off  into  sleep 

8am 

still  sleeping 
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Visual  Notion 

Miranda  Innaimo 

I  could  not  always  create  within  my  conception;  as  if  the  visual 
projector  of  my  brain  had  become  unplugged  during  that  time. 
There  were  no  lucid  dreams;  there  were  no  scenes  of  my  own 
invention.  Where  once  footage  displayed  upon  the  screen  of  my 
thoughts  in  a  stream  of  any  whimsical  beckoning,  a  vast,  dark 
and  empty  nothingness  resided;  as  if  my  imagination  station 
had  been  closed,  the  fabrication  facility  fell,  the  debris  of  my 
realization  removed,  and  the  earth  beneath  it-  the  very  lobes  of 
my  brain-  burnt  and  salted. 

Some  years  later,  I  fell  in  love;  maybe  again,  perhaps  the 
first  time  genuinely;  as  if  finally-  as  an  adult,  fully  matured 
and  capable,  self-recognizing  and  understanding  the  narrow 
path  and  straight  way-  love  so  true  was  tangible,  accessible, 
boundlessly  available  and  bringing  back  the  radiance  of  color. 

My  love  set  precious  stones  about  the  foundations  and  rebuilt 
walls  with  insulation;  there  was  no  prefabrication  such  as 
socialization.  The  equipment  had  been  upgraded,  circuited  not 
in  cloth  and  prone  to  fire,  but  made  of  gold  like  glass  as  the 
wire;  the  screen,  now  spherical,  resilient  against  the  mire;  and  the 
ground,  no  longer  scorched  and  tired,  brought  forth  my  visual 
desire.  When  faith  in  the  one  who  spoke  and  light  first  existed, 
when  truth  was  a  stare  in  the  sparkle  of  eyes  consistent,  I  could 
see  it  again. 
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Drunken  Giant 

Mike  Khatib 

"We  're  sorry  for  the  lamp  he  threw  at  your  face,  the  painting 
he  smashed  in  to,  the  vomit  all  around  the  toilet,  the  derogatory 
comments  he  made  towards  your  girlfriend,  the  black  eye  he  gave 
your  roommate,  the  trash  he  knocked  all  over  your  linoleum  floors, 
the  hole  he  had  put  in  your  wall  next  to  your  room,  and  most  of  all  for 
bringing  him  to  your  apartment." 

As  the  drunken  giant  was  driving  in  a  rage,  ninety  miles  per  hour, 
down  some  back  road  to  avoid  the  cops  and  get  safely  to  his  den,  our 
excuses  can  go  on  forever.  The  giant  was  our  friend;  we  were  cleaning 
his  mess  up  and  doing  damage  control,  just  like  every  other  party 
we've  been  to.  In  the  morning,  everything  would  be  fixed;  no  need  to 
return  to  that  apartment.  The  giant  would  become  human  again,  his 
name  Travis.  Travis  would  go  to  work  as  a  fast  food  manager  hung- 
over.  I  would  show  up  to  my  shift  just  to  stare  as  his  blood-shot  eyes 
and  hear  him  moan  about  there  being  no  aspirin  at  our  work  place. 

No  one  dared  mention  the  events  from  the  night  before  to  him.  That 
would  just  awaken  the  giant.  He  did  no  wrong. 

Travis  was  very  charismatic,  very  fun  to  be  around,  a  guick  talker, 
and  most  of  all  a  manipulator.  He  could  get  anything  he  wanted  out 
of  you:  money,  concert  tickets,  movie  tickets,  food,  drugs,  and  booze, 
just  look  into  his  wide  eyed  puppy  blue  eyes.  They  were  irresistible; 
you  couldn't  say  no.  He  was  a  man's  man  that  played  football  and 
baseball  in  high  school;  high  school  was  over  for  him.  Those  were 
his  glory  days;  he'll  never  get  them  back.  Reality  is  harsh  to  accept, 
especially  for  Travis. 

We  would  have  coffee  nights  with  him;  talk  all  night  about  the  most 
random  things,  music,  life's  hardships,  what  we  were  going  through, 
pure  bullshit,  and  girlfriends,  which  he  had  been  with  at  least  ten 
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girls  within  the  time  of  me  knowing  him.  Our  coffee  nights  had  no 
limits  or  boundaries;  that's  what  made  them  so  enjoyable.  Travis  was 
a  normal  guy  with  no  problems.  He  hated  psychiatry  and  said  it  was 
for  the  weak-minded,  even  though  his  parents  were  going  through  an 
intense  divorce  and  he  would  always  bring  it  up  at  our  coffee  nights 
as  if  we,  his  friends,  were  therapists.  We  were  just  friends  supporting 
one  another;  Travis  needed  a  lot  of  supporting,  but  he  doesn't 
acknowledge  it. 

One  time  he  broke  down  to  me  in  my  garage.  Spilling  a  bunch  of 
personal  information  to  me  like  when  he  first  moved  here  in  junior 
high,  leaving  his  old  friends  behind  just  to  be  bullied  at  a  new  school; 
it  took  a  while  for  him  to  adjust.  He  recalled  one  night  that  his  mother 
was  screaming  about  how  his  father  had  given  her  crabs  as  he  laid  in 
bed  crying  about  this.  His  father  was  always  calling  him  a  wuss  and 
weak.  Be  a  man,  you  pansy.  That's  when  he  started  to  play  sports; 
eventually,  he  would  become  popular  and  make  new  friends;  he  didn't 
look  like  a  pansy  in  his  father's  eyes  any  more.  Those  were  his  glory 
days;  now,  he  was  a  manager  at  fast  food  restaurant  not  going  to 
college,  just  kicking  back  in  his  small  town. 

He  started  crying  hysterically.  It  was  awkward;  I  went  up  to  him 
and  gave  him  hug  and  let  him  cry  on  my  shoulder.  Playing  Blink-182's 
Enema  of  the  State  in  my  car  to  cheer  him  up  while  I  took  him  home, 
skipping  "Adam's  Song"  of  course.  At  the  end  of  this  night,  he  had 
considered  me  a  little  brother.  Since  I  was  looking  for  an  older  role 
model  in  my  life,  I  appreciated  it. 

Travis  loved  to  drink.  Sometimes,  he  was  a  happy  drunk.  He  would 
hug  all  his  friends  as  we  sang  Against  Me  songs.  Being  care  free  and 
laughing  at  everyone,  just  having  a  good  time.  Although,  if  a  friend 
was  in  trouble,  he  would  magically  disappear  for  some  odd  reason, 
but  many  good  times  were  made  when  Travis  was  a  happy  drunk. 
Sadly,  most  of  the  time,  he  was  an  angry  drunk.  He  would  see  how 
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many  beers  he  could  chug.  When  you  saw  him  chuck  the  empty  beer 
case  across  a  room,  we  were  in  trouble.  Next,  he  would  be  belligerent; 
say  rude  things  to  girls  like  "are  there  any  tits  under  there"  or  "is  your 
pussy  tight?"  I'm  guessing  in  his  state  of  mind  those  were  sweet  pick¬ 
up  lines,  but  the  girls  would  look  at  him  in  disgust  and  throw  their 
beer  in  his  face  or  just  slap  him.  It  would  take  a  lot  of  booze  and  any 
physical  contact  to  ignite  the  giant,  even  just  bumping  into  him.  That 
was  a  problem. 

Travis  was  a  serious  alcoholic  that  had  bad  anger  management 
issues  and  horrible  control.  He  would  lose  it  as  if  he  would  enter  this 
black  rage  smashing  up  everything  in  his  path,  objects  and  people. 

He  didn't  care.  He  was  drunk  and  had  beer  muscles.  Travis  did  have 
problems  with  his  home  life  and  drinking. 

When  we  would  confront  him  about  his  issues,  he  would  just  get 
defensive  and  deny,  deny,  and  deny.  Slowly,  the  giant  would  awake. 
There  was  nothing  wrong  with  him.  We  would  suggest  getting  a  real 
therapist  and  help  with  his  alcoholism.  He  would  tell  us  to  go  fuck 
ourselves.  He  wasn't  weak-minded  for  that  bullshit;  he  would  reassure 
us  that  everything  was  fine  with  him.  All  of  it  was  just  pure  lies. 

How  many  times  would  I  have  to  do  damage  control  for  the 
drunken  giant?  I  just  look  like  a  buffoon  covering  up  for  him  and 
making  these  excuses.  The  people  the  giant  harm  are  looking  at  us,  his 
friends,  as  a  bunch  of  idiots;  we  were  because  the  giant  is  never  going 
to  get  help  for  his  issues;  this  will  happen  over  and  over  again.  There's 
no  getting  through  to  him;  how  much  can  one  friend  take?  For  me, 
not  much  more.  He  even  gave  me  a  black  eye  over  a  disagreement 
and  told  me  to  kill  myself.  In  the  beginning,  yeah,  I  had  no  problem 
having  a  friend's  back,  but  not  for  every  night  the  drunken  giant 
ignites  when  we  go  out.  Travis  is  a  horrible  person;  I'm  sick  of  having 
sympathy  for  him.  My  friendship  with  the  drunken  giant  is  over. 
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Pig  in  a  blanket 

Sara  M  Miranda 
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Tedious  Explorations  of  the  Attic 

Brian  Kinkade 


Within  a  circumnavigating  net  of  hardened  clay 

Lies  the  circle  of  life 

Like  fuel  to  fire  in  the  beginning 

Like  water  to  fire  in  the  end 

The  steam  of  a  locomotive 

The  unfinished  bridge  over  the  gorge 

Water  to  a  freshly  planted  seed 

Winter  to  a  blooming  flower 

When  I  have  it 
I  have  the  comfort 
In  knowing 

There  is  a  beginning,  a  middle,  and  an  end. 
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Woe  is  me:  a  tale  of  wardrobe  misfortune 

Heather  Smith 


I  felt  the  need  to  create  something  today.  Threw  on  some 
clothes  from  the  top  of  my  pile  and  went  to  Hobby  Lobby  for 
supplies...  Didn't  even  think  about  what  day  it  was  until  I  saw  all 
of  the  crazy  knitting  ladies  all  wearing  green  head  to  toe...  Never 
have  I  been  so  embarrassed  to  accidentally  wear  a  green  shirt. 

I  had  no  excuse  to  be  so  tacky.  I'm  so  sorry  hobby  lobby  patrons 
that  had  to  see  me  like  that.  I  swear  I'm  not  a  trend  follower,  no 
matter  what  any  given  holiday  tells  me  to  do.  I  swear!  It  was  an 
accident! 

I  know  that  I  am  not  a  soccer  mom  trying  to  be  the  super- 
awesome-nutty  carpool  mom  by  wearing  a  green  turtleneck  in 
her  tan  minivan,  while  picking  up  little  Billy  and  his  friends  from 
the  afterschool  progam  on  St.  Patrick's  Day. 

I  am  not  a  fifth  grader  that  would  get  the  living  daylights 
pinched  out  of  her  if  she  wasn't  wearing  green  on  this  particular 
day;  knowing  that  saying  I  have  green  underwear  on  wouldn't 
save  her  from  the  endless  pinching. 

And  I  am  certainly  not  a  sorority  boy  that  thinks  if  he  has  even  a 
hint  of  Irish  heritage  in  his  blood  that  on  this  day  he  is  obligated 
to  wear  a  green  shirt  and  drink  until  his  entire  dorm  room  is 
stained  green  with  vomit  to  match  said  shirt.  I  am  sorry  for  my 
indiscretions  today. 
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Untitled 

Dan  Martinez 
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Ecstasy 

Axel 

A  drop 
A  man 
A  wife 
A  beating 

A  beating  diamond  ring, 

A  wrecked  household 
A  mistress  on  the  other  block 
A  double  life 

A  love  that  was  once  to  be 
A  dead  son... 
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The  Considerate  Gangster 

Lil'  Scratch  em'  Ups 

I'm  a  gangster. 

Yo  I'm  a  straight  up  G. 

I  hail  from  florida;  not  Miami 
But  Kissimmee. 

I  visit  my  grandma 
three  times  a  week. 

I  buy  her  bling;  everything  she  wants 
she  usually  asks  for  diamond  rings. 

Because  I'm  a  gentleman, 

I  buy  her  what  she  deserves. 

In  return  she  makes  me  preserves 
They're  good  on  toast  I've  heard. 

So  don't  be  scurred. 

I'm  only  here  to  remind  you  to  floss  your  teeth. 

Be  it  honor  roll  or  theif, 

nobodys  tight  with  gingivitis  or  premature  gum  disease. 

Now  I'm  gunna  rob  you. 

But  I  always  say  please. 

Because  I  don't  use  profanities. 

Keepin'  our  streets  up  in  here  all  free  of  sleaze. 

See  I'm  considerate, 

So  I  won't  rob  you  blind. 

Hide  your  money  well; 

I'll  only  take  this  bills  I  can  find. 

If  my  garb  offends  you, 

I'm  sorry  my  pants  hang  so  darn  low. 

It's  so  I  walk  super  slow. 

I'd  pull  them  up  but  then  I'd  be  able  to  run  faster  than  the  Po  Po. 

I'll  pretend  to  be  a  butler. 

With  a  nice  suit  and  tie. 

That  I  probably  lifted 
Off  some  well  to  do  guy. 

Because  I'm  like  Robin  Hood; 

Spreadin'  the  wealth  around. 

If  I  find  your  hat  on  the  ground? 

I'll  promptly  report  it  to  the  lost  and  found. 

Now  if  you  wanna  thank  the  pretend  butler, 
for  findin'  your  hat. 

Just  offer  me  a  tip, 

I'll  say  "Yo  homes,  I  can't  accept  that" 

Because  tipping  is  in  major  violation  of  the  rules. 

And  while  I'm  still  broke, 

I've  got  a  job  I'd  like  to  keep. 

Do  I  look  like  a  fool? 
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The  Baskin  Effect 

Jonathan  Garcia 

Faust,  never  to  be  performed 

I'm  trying  to  find  an  Exit,  would  I  be  able  to  find 

an  ultimate  understanding  to  my  less  than  perfect  life. 

Others  have  written  and  tried  to  find  the  answer  to 
a  question  which  is  unknown.  To  a  life  that  we  have 
no  control  over,  I  just  want  to  look  "cool". 

That  is  an  artist's  job,  deceiving  people. 

The  more  i  search,  the  wiser  I  supposedly  become  in 
my  head.  This  is  all  nothing  but  a  cheap  disguise,  I  try  to  cover 
myself  with  a  veil  but  anchors  at  sea  pull  it  down. 

I'm  not  sure  if  I'm  transparent,  or  just  hidden  in  the  mix  of  colors. 
My  vision  sees  colors  of  everything  that  can  be  beautiful,  yet 
my  thoughts  are  black  &  white;  another  beauty  which  is  taken 
for  granted. 

Faust,  made  a  deal  with  the  devil. 

Why  shouldn't  I? 

I'm  just  a  worthless  symbol, 
in  a  rotting  melting  pot  of  billions. 


27 


Transgressions  Against  My  Father 

Kara  Ponce 

My  father  is  a  pious  man. 

I,  am  not. 

Entirely. 

I  eat  words  for  breakfast. 

My  father  regurgitates  them. 

I  will  not  bear  false  witness  to 

my  own  sense  of  belief  as  I  see  it, 

so  I'll  hand  the  cat  my  tongue 

or  squelch  my  sesquipedality  to  susurrations 

beneath  pleated  sheets — 

But  wait... 

"Lying  is  a  sin"  I  tease, 

but  I,  the  liar  liar,  with  my  pants  on  unholy-fire 
run  down  the  streets  of  my  own  mind 
torching  the  dwellings  of  virtue 
as  I  go. 

For  I  am  the  heir  apparent  to 
words  and  Wisdom. 

I  am  the  lamenting  legacy  of  Poetry 
and  Religion. 

Poetry:  a  sublime 
defense  mechanism  for 
the  psychologically  maimed, 
cyborgs  that  grind  their  gears 
to  attain  normalcy. 

That  wenchy  seductress  in  the  night 
when  sleep  ain't  so  good 
and  the  future  confounds  you. 

Religion:  a  caveat 

of  existence  for  the  pale-faced  poets, 

the  bodies  bloating 

in  the  undertow  for  those  of 

us  who  Can't  walk  on  water 

but  Do  in  fact  believe  in  Heaven  and  Hell 
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yet  can't  figure  out  how  God  figures 
into  all  This.  Life. 

I  stare  at  my  crotch  trying  to  think 

of  the  lines  to  the  newest  poem  I'm  contriving. 

Maybe  I  shouldn't  talk  about  that. 

Imagine  operating  under  the  guise  of  pseudonym 
Hoping  against  hope  you  are  not  Discovered, 
ousted,  condemned — 

My  father  views  me  only  in  profile, 
and  in  the  absence  of  my  shadow — 
on  my  right  side,  my  good  side, 
the  side  without  a  notable  eye  twitch 
in  which  he  imagines  me  skipping 
in  childlike  ideality — 

I  am  half  a  person. 

Where  words  are  my  fashion 
he  tells  me  to,  "put  a  coat  on, 
the  World's  too  cold  and  foul" 

(for  the  summer  garb  of  fauns  and  fantasies). 

Not  a  word  has  he  read  from  the  lines  in  my  head — 
or  the  flash  drive  I  conceal  in  my  coat  pocket. 

But  father, 

To  be  a  poet  is  to  immerse  yourself  to  the  shoulders 
in  the  black,  sludgy  mire  that  is  life,  society, 
to  learn  of  opium  dens  and  Mary  Jane,  and 
all  things  you  consider  inane  and  unnecessary 
in  your  life  of  ingrained  piety. 

Why  would  God  give  me  this  gift  if  not  to  write? 

What  is  it  that  compels  me  to  abscond  by  Night? 

Damn,  here's  another  one  for  The  Vault,  right? 
Well.  Maybe  He'll  be  sympathetic  to  my  plight 

Forgive  me  Father,  for  I  am  a  Poet. 

Forgive  me  Father,  for  I  am  a  Poet. 
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A  Beautiful  Smile 

Jeffrey  Rainford 
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Cuboidal  Physiognomy 

Kristen  Hodges 
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Who  Killed  Babs  Malone? 

Sam  T.  Jensen 

She  walked  into  my  office  and  into  my  life  at  a  quarter  to  seven. 
When  most  detectives  go  home,  I  sit  and  wait  for  the  big  story. 

She  sat  down  and  batted  her  eyelashes.  I've  never  seen  a  dame  so 
fine.  Her  eyes  were  like  two  oceans,  each  a  thousand  meters  wide. 
Her  hair  was  like  pieces  of  gold,  melted  down  and  shaped  to  fit  a 
woman's  head.  Her  hands  were  covered  in  long,  elaborate,  black 
gloves.  But  I  assumed  like  the  rest  of  her,  they  were  perfect. 

I've  always  been  nervous  around  beautiful  women.  Ugly 
women,  I  could  sit  and  talk  with  all  day,  but  I  was  relatively  quiet 
with  attractive  dames,  such  as  this  one.  I  suppose  that  comes  with 
my  upbringing  in  a  small  town.  There  weren't  any  bombshells  in 
Frankfort,  except  literal  bombshells,  there  were  dozens  of  those; 
as  a  matter  of  fact,  Pa  had  one  in  the  backyard.  I  had  never 
moved  from  this  old  town  and  I  don't  think  I  ever  will.  I  don't  get 
many  cases  but  when  I  do,  they're  usually  easy,  and  I  still  get  paid. 
And  it's  all  about  the  dollar  bills  to  me. 

As  she  spoke  to  me  I  couldn't  help  but  imagine  what  she  might 
look  like  without  gloves.  Then  I  started  imagining  she  had  chicken 
drumsticks  for  hands.  I  shouldn't  have  skipped  lunch  that  day. 

After  that  I  found  a  somewhat  peaceful  imagination.  The  woman 
was  in  a  field.  She  was  riding  one  of  those  two  person  bicycles. 

But  she  was  alone  and  her  unequal  weight  distribution  on  the 
front  kept  knocking  her  over. 

"I'll  sit  on  your  bike!"  I  basically  yelled,  in  a  loud,  obnoxious 
tone  that  threw  her  off.  "Sorry,"  I  replied,  "please  go  on."  As  she 
continued  with  her  story  I  thought  about  the  bike  thing  again. 

Why  would  she  even  have  a  two  person  bike?  Couldn't  she  trade 
it  in  for  two  one  person  bikes?  Or  is  she  waiting  for  a  friend?  Or 
maybe  she  found  the  bike  while  walking  gloveless  in  a  field  of 
dreams.  Who  knows? 

"Well  Mr.  Smith,  can  you  help  me  or  not7"  she  asked.  "Mr.  Smith 
was  my  father's  name,  and  it's  mine  too,  thank  you  for  calling 
me  that.  Of  course  I  can  help  you."  "Thank  you."  she  said  as  she 
put  out  her  hand  for  a  handshake.  I  cleverly  danced  around  the 
handshake  and  hugged  her.  I  didn't  care  that  she  didn't  hug  me 
back.  I  don't  need  that  type  of  satisfaction. 

She  walked  out  of  my  door  and  out  of  my  life  at  7:07.  It  wasn't 
long  before  I  realized  I  didn't  listen  to  a  wink  of  what  she  told  me. 

I  looked  down  at  my  desk.  There  was  a  Picturegoer  magazine 
with  Loretta  Young  on  the  cover,  a  half  a  pack  of  Camel  cigarettes, 
a  newspaper,  and  a  half  sheet  of  paper  that  read:  Babs  Malone, 
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1060  Palace  Parkway  -  her  name  and  address.  While  most  guys 
go  to  nightclubs  to  try  and  get  telephone  numbers,  I  sit  in  my 
office  and  without  saying  a  word;  women  come  in  and  give  me 
their  entire  address. 

I  had  to  find  out  why  she  was  here.  Why  me?  Why  at  6:45?  Why 
the  gloves?  I  suppose  I  should  have  asked  those  questions  about 
eleven  minutes  ago,  instead  of  imagining  her  on  a  two  person 
bicycle.  Oh,  here  we  go,  now  I'm  thinking  of  it  again. 

I  sat  in  my  car  on  the  opposite  side  of  Miss  Malone's  home. 

I  was  eating  chicken  and  searching  for  clues.  Wait,  not  clues, 
napkins.  My  hands  were  greasier  than  a  mob  boss's  hair  piece. 
Looking  in  the  back  seat,  I  heard  a  gunshot.  I  waited  four  or  five 
minutes  to  make  sure  it  wasn't  just  me  passing  gas  like  the  last 
time.  Then  I  went  to  Babs'  house. 

There  was  no  answer  at  the  door,  which  was  odd  because  I  just 
watched  her  change  clothes  not  too  long  ago.  I  kicked  open  the 
door  and  lying  in  a  pool  of  blood,  presumably  her  own,  was  Babs 
Malone.  I  nearly  dropped  my  chicken  leg.  But  I  didn't  want  to  get 
blood  on  it. 

Babs  was  shot  twice,  once  in  the  neck,  and  another  in  the  leg, 
probably  not  in  that  order.  By  the  size  of  the  bullet  holes,  she  was 
most  likely  shot  with  a  gun.  I  put  my  fedora  over  her  face  because 
I  didn't  want  to  see  her,  knowing  I  could  never  kiss  those  sweet 
pink  lips.  But  then  again,  I  pondered,  she  is  right  there.  I  took  my 
hat  off  of  her,  leaned  in  real  close,  and  right  before  I  made  contact 
I  heard  a  voice,  "Smith!" 

It  was  Officer  Randall  from  the  Frankfort  Police  Department. 
Sorry,  Officer  Randall,  love  took  over."  "Don't  let  it  happen  again, 
we've  got  to  take  this  body  to  evidence."  So  I  hoisted  her  on  my 
shoulders  like  a  block  of  ice  and  then  dropped  her  on  the  ground, 
also  like  a  block  of  ice.  I  then  suggested  Randall  and  I  work 
together  -  he  grabs  the  legs,  I  grab  the  arms.  But  we  couldn't 
agree  on  who  grabbed  which  end.  So  we  left  her  there. 

To  crack  this  case,  I  had  to  call  in  an  expert,  Chick  McCrosky. 
Chick  was  a  private  eye  I  met  in  New  Jersey.  His  methods  were 
unorthodox  and  sometimes  cruel.  But  if  anyone  could  solve  a  case 
like  Babs  Malone,  it  was  Chick.  Chick  entered  my  office  with  a  gal. 
He  said  her  name  was  Missy;  she  was  some  type  of  "girl  friend", 
whatever  that  meant.  Chick  told  me  to  keep  an  eye  on  her  while 
he  went  out  searching  for  clues.  I'm  no  good  with  women.  And 
this  Missy  character  appeared  to  be  quite  the  female. 

Missy  told  me  she  lived  alone,  worked  as  a  waitress  -  night 
shift,  and  was  six  months  pregnant,  which  was  a  relief;  because  I 
thought  she  was  just  plain  fat.  "Smoke?"  I  asked  as  I  offered  her 
a  cigarette.  "I just  said  I  was  pregnant,"  she  replied,  quite  rudely  I 
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may  add.  As  I  stared  at  her  pregnant  stomach  I  couldn't  imagine 
how  a  baby  could  climb  right  up  in  there  like  that.  'Twas  one  of 
nature's  many  mysteries  of  the  human  body. 

Chick  was  busy  interrogating  Babs'  co-worker,  Ralph.  "Let  me 
get  this  straight  Ralph,  the  night  Babs  Malone  was  murdered,  you 
were  out  drinking  with  your  buddies?"  "That's  right."  "You  expect 
me  to  believe  that?"  "Well  it's  the  truth,  Chick.  You  were  there.  I 
bought  a  round  of  Schlitz's  for  you  and  Missy."  "Alright,  I  believe 
you.  Sorry  to  bother."  "It's  no  problem.  See  you  at  Rudy's  same 
time  tonight?"  "I'm  afraid  I  can't  tonight,  Ralph.  I've  got  a  murder 
to  solve." 

Missy  read  Strawberry  Girl  by  Lois  Lenski  the  entire  time  Chick 
was  gone.  I  tried  to  talk  to  her  a  few  times,  but  she  seemed  pretty 
into  it.  But,  why  wouldn't  she  be?  Lois  Lenski  was  a  tremendous 
author.  Her  legacy  shall  be  kept  alive  well  into  the  2000s,  or 
1990s,  whichever  is  first.  Chick  walked  in  and  slammed  down  a 
Picturegoer  magazine.  Before  I  could  show  him  mine  and  yell 
"Twinsies!"  he  turned  to  an  article  that  almost  literally  made  my 
jaw  drop. 

It  was  about  a  movie  with  two  famous  Hollywood  actors.  They 
gave  an  interview  in  which  both  of  them  raved  about  a  supporting 
actress,  Barbara  "Babs"  Malone.  Unfortunately,  it  wasn't  easy 
to  get  in  contact  with  high  profile  entertainers.  But  we  had  an 
occupation.  Actress.  "Buddy  of  mine,  Ralph  Baxter  gave  me  this; 
he  used  to  work  with  her  at  an  office  downtown."  Chick  exclaimed. 
"Good  work,  Chick,"  I  said  with  prose.  "I'm  bored.  Let's  go  home." 
Missy  whined  to  Chick.  "My  work  here  is  done,  I  suppose.  Good 
luck,  Harry,"  Chick  said  as  he  exited  with  missy  draped  under  his 
arm.  "I  don't  need  luck,"  I  replied.  "Luck  needs  me." 

It  seemed  like  Chick  always  knew  someone  associated  with  a 
murder  victim.  It's  a  good  thing  he  was  popular.  Without  him,  I 
was  just  a  loser  trying  to  solve  a  crime.  He  was  cool,  like  a  pack 
of  Camels  on  a  winter  day;  like  a  gray  fedora  on  a  manneguin 
at  Macy's;  like  a  two-piece  bikini;  like  a  good  book;  like  a  crime 
solving  duck;...  like  a...  fog...  I  should  have  stopped  at  the  bikini. 
The  next  course  of  action  was  to  chat  more  with  Ralph,  to  see  if 
he  was  holding  onto  any  more  information  I  might  find  useful  to 
this  investigation. 

I  sat  in  my  car  across  from  Ralph's  house.  I  sat  reading  the 
Picturegoer,  while  casually  glancing  into  the  window  of  the 
house.  I  never  like  to  knock  on  a  door  without  knowing  exactly 
what's  going  on  in  a  given  house,  apartment  building,  office,  or 
elementary  school  classroom. 

In  due  time,  I  decided  to  knock.  Within  seconds,  Ralph 
answered  the  door.  He  had  a  cigarette  in  his  mouth  and  a  glass  of 
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milk  in  his  left  hand.  "Help  you?"  asked  Ralph.  I  explained  to  him 
who  I  was  and  he  showed  me  in.  "Drink?"  "Whiskey,  if  you  have  it." 
"I  better  not  have  it.  I've  been  sober  eight  months."  "Then  nothing, 
let's  just  get  straight  to  business."  Ralph  told  me  everything  I 
needed  to  know  about  Babs:  past  boyfriends,  favorite  color,  brand 
of  perfume,  and  provided  me  with  every  suspect  I  could  possibly 
want  to  interview. 

But,  after  I  talked  with  Chick,  I  didn't  have  to  track  down 
anyone.  Chick  mentioned  something  to  me,  Mr.  Baxter's  alibi  -  out 
drinking.  He  told  me  just  five  sentences  ago,  he  was  sober  eight 
months.  I'm  so  smart.  Chick  and  I  went  back  to  Ralph's  with  the 
Frankfort  Police  Department.  "What's  this  about?"  asked  Ralph  as 
he  answered  the  door.  "You  know  darn  well  what  it's  about.  You 
killed  Babs  Malone,"  I  said  in  a  low,  ominous  tone. 

"I  did  no  such  thing!  I  was  drinking  with  Chick  when  the  murder 
happened!"  "Drinking  what?  Water?"  "Yes!"  "Wait,"  Chick  began. 

"He  was  drinking  water.  I  forgot.  Yeah,  he  definitely  was  with  me 
that  night."  "Sorry,  boys,"  I  said  as  I  turned  to  a  depressed  police 
force.  "Cheer  up,  guys,  how  about  I  take  you  all  out  for  a  vanilla 
soft  serve  at  Mickey's?"  Ice  cream's  the  second  best  medicine.  First 
best:  finding  the  real  killer  of  Babs  Malone. 

Ice  cream  really  cheered  up  the  boys.  It  also  got  me  thinking. 
Why  did  Chick  keep  forgetting  about  when  he  went  out  drinking? 
Was  he  so  drunk  he  couldn't  remember?  Why  was  he  even  in  this 
area?  Why  did  he  bring  Missy?  Did  Missy  drink  at  the  bar?  Isn't 
she  pregnant?  Who  killed  Babs  Malone?  "You  killed  Babs  Malone!" 

I  said  to  Chick.  "I  did  no  such  thing.  You  killed  Babs  Malone!  Why 
did  you  have  the  same  Picturegoer  with  the  article  about  her  in 
it?  She  was  in  your  office  just  moments  before  she  was  killed!  You 
told  me  you  saw  her  undress  that  night!  You  probably  went  to  spy 
on  her,  got  caught,  got  scared,  and  killed  her  before  the  police 
could  get  there!" 

"Interesting  theory,  but  if  I  had  killed  her,  why  would  I  be 
investigating  her  murder?"  "You  got  me  on  that  one.  Alright, 
maybe  you  didn't  kill  her.  But,  who  did?"  "That's  what  I  just 
Before  I  could  finish  that  sentence,  I  dropped  my  ice  cream  in  my 
lap.  Cold.  My  eyes  were  fixed  on  a  female  figure  outside  the  ice 
cream  shop.  As  she  came  closer,  I  recognized  her.  "Babs  Malone." 
She  looked  at  me  with  a  confused  look  on  her  face.  It  was  her. 
Those  baby  blue  eyes,  golden  hair,  rose  lips,  or  something.  The 
perfect  woman.  She  was  alive. 
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What  I  Can  See 

Owen  Kosik 


My  window 

has  been  here  for  seventy  years 
and  I  have  looked  through  it  for  twelve 

in  one  day  I  see  a  hundred  places  that  my  window  never  will 
and  then  I  come  back  and 
peer  through  its  glass 

and  what  I  see  is  the  same,  always 

yellowhouse  whitetrashneighbors  traintracks  division  shellstation  gunshop 

laundromatopentillO 

at  the  corner  of  first  and  second 

maple  leaves  blocking  my  view  of  the  driveway  in  the  summer 

frozen  branches  clinking  in  the  winter  if  I  open  my  window  to  smoke 

and  the  cadet-blue  splotches  at  the  bottom  of  the  window  frame  where  I  painted 

looking  in  from  below 
shows  nothing  but  a  light 
the  top  of  a  door 

if  you  have  really  good  eyes 
youd  see  where  my  brother  sharpied 
'happy  18th  O-Town'  above 

this  window's  seen  the  moon  flower  and  wilt  near  on  a  thousand  times 
and  watched  the  dawn  and  dusk  pass  thirty  times  that  number 
had  rocks  pitched  at  it  to  gain  my  attention 

froze  and  thawed  as  the  sun  angled  back  and  forth  from  the  horizon 

a  one-legged  man  with  diabetes 
stared  through  this  window  once 
maybe  at  the  neighbor  kid  who  cut  the  lawn 

back  when  cars  were  made  of  steel  and  Dick  Cavett  was  smoking  on  tv 

down  there  in  southwest  neighbor's  back  yard  is  a  shed,  busted,  broken 
my  neighbor  and  I  pushed  it  there  using  logs 
like  egyptians,  as  he  put  it 

he  died  in  a  motorcycle  accident  a  year  or  two  later 

and  his  alcoholic  relation  moved  in 

and  now  that  shed  is  an  eyesore 

spitting  on  my  memory 

but  while  I  can  move  my  eyes  away 

that  shed  down  there  will  surely  stay 

the  view's  the  same,  it  seems, 
from  here 

in  a  couple  minutes  I  saw  everything  that  this  window  has  to  show 
me 
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Heads 

Dan  Martinez 
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YoiTre  Worth  This  Much 

Anthony  Reitz 

There  is  always  going  to  be  someone  with  more: 
Money: 

This  is  how  much  you're  worth 
Cars: 

This  is  how  you  show  it 
Houses: 

The  world  needs  to  know  this 
TV's: 

CNN  is  most  important 
Cats: 

To  keep  away  loneliness 
Books: 

Get  lost  in  something  more  interesting  than... 

Personality: 

He's  a  charmer 

Looks: 

I  bet  guys  love  her 
good  Clothes: 

Always  keep  <strong>good</strong>  company 

Inspiration: 

Always  wasting  it 

Intelligence: 

Life  becomes  easy 

Feats: 

Measured  success 

Optimism: 

What  bastards 
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Friends: 

To  keep  away  sober  thoughts 
Family: 

They  can't  ever  leave 

Money: 

You're 

Money: 

Worth 

Money: 

This 

Money: 

Much 

Qualifications: 

Measured  success 

Tenure: 

Measured  success 

Followers: 

Measured  success 

Likes: 

Measured  success 
Scales: 

Scales,  like  weight  scales 
Numbers, 

Measure  success  by  numbers 
Numbers, 

The  quantification  and  measuring  of  the  immeasurable 
Numbers, 

Completely  and  insurmountably  immeasurable 

Numbers, 

Meaningless 


Cracked 

Cassandra  Baran 


Crack  open  the  wounds 
That  have  festered  so  long. 

Crack  open  the  words 
With  which  to  form  a  song. 

Crack  open  a  window 
I'm  choking  on  emotion; 

Crack  open  my  heart 

You'll  see  the  things  I'm  hoping. 

Crack  open  my  eyes, 

Is  this  paradise? 

Crack  a  joke, 

It  sure  ain't  hell. 

Crack  my  knuckles 
Waiting  for  some  advice 
Crack  open  a  cold  one 
When  it  don't  go  down  well. 

Crack  myself  in  the  head, 

Making  sure  I'm  not  dead 
Crack  my  toe  on  the  floor 
As  I  walk  out  the  door. 

Crack  the  fabric  of  my  life 
Crack  the  lines  from  yours  to  mine 
Crack  the  hopes  of  forever 
Crack  my  spirit  again?  Never. 
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#4383 

Heather  Smith 
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The  Summer  I  Ate  a  Boot 

Dayna  Barrett 

Moving  was  never  easy  for  me.  I  tended  to  get  attached  to  common 
things  I  grew  used  to.  Then  I  stopped  rolling  around  in  glue  and  it 
was  easier  for  me.  The  Summer  of  1989,  my  family  moved  to  upstate 
New  York.  I  was  excited  about  the  prospect  of  getting  my  own  room. 

I  was  tired  of  sharing  it  with  the  cats.  We  drove  for  what  felt  like  six 
hours  and  stopped  at  a  gas  station.  My  dad  got  out,  made  a  noise  like 
"BAAAAAAAAAAAAAAH"  and  stretched  his  back. 

While  my  parents  were  filling  up,  I  walked  into  the  store  to  look  for 
a  bathroom.  I  found  it.  Then  I  used  it.  When  I  left,  the  station  wagon 
was  gone.  My  first  thought:  NAZIS!  My  second  thought:  Not  Nazis, 
just  Hitler. 

Well  it  turned  out  it  was  neither  Nazis,  nor  just  Hitler  acting  alone. 
My  parents  had  moved  on  without  me.  I  was  used  to  feeling  neglected 
and  abandoned  so  it  didn't  bother  me  any.  I  just  walked  around  rural 
Pennsylvania  smiling  to  anyone  who  said  hello. 

That's  when  I  met  the  love  of  my  life.  A  duckling  I  named  Peter.  He 
was  alone  and  lost,  just  like  me.  So  I  put  Peter  in  my  hat  and  started 
walking.  It  wasn't  long  before  Peter  became  hungry.  "Me  too."  I  said. 

So  we  went  to  a  pond  and  I  waited  for  Peter  to  catch  a  fish.  Instead, 
he  just  sat  on  a  rock,  then  fell  into  the  water. 

He  wasn't  moving.  He  just  sort  of  half-floated  there.  Then  he  sank. 
"Oh  well,"  I  said  to  myself,  "he's  dead."  So  I  dove  in  to  find  a  fish  for 
myself  -  like  a  REAL  duck!  All  I  found  was  seaweed  and  an  old  boot 
with  more  seaweed  in  it.  So  I  ate  the  boot. 

It  was  getting  late  outside  and  I  didn't  have  a  clue  where  I  was.  So 
I  decided  to  camp  out  under  a  tree.  But  there  weren't  any  trees.  So  I 
kept  walking.  I  eventually  started  falling  asleep  as  I  was  walking  and  fell 
over  into  a  ditch.  I  woke  up  with  my  parents  looking  at  me. 

"Where  am  I?"  I  asked.  "Six  feet  away  from  the  gas  station."  my  dad 
replied.  I  lifted  myself  out  of  the  ditch  and  sure  enough,  the  car  was 
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still  there.  I  must  have  exited  through  the  back  door  and  just  missed 
it.  "How  long  was  I  gone?"  I  asked.  "Four  minutes."  my  mom  said.  But  I 
could  tell  she  was  lying.  I  forget  my  point,  but  that  boot  tasted  awful. 


Summer  Lovin' 

Brittany  Peterson 
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This  Side  of  Summer 

Linda  J 

Oddly  enough  light  was  on  her  side.  The  days  of  spring  started 
a  week  ago  and  when  she  opened  the  Excel  spreadsheet  and 
entered  the  days  up  to  the  age  of  99  years  old  along  with  house 
duties  and  added  in  the  part-time  job,  home  renovation  time 
and  calculated  any  creative  time,  she  found  a  few  hours  more 
a  month  for  three  months  of  every  year  that  gave  her  some 
hope  her  dreams  could  come  true.  After  all  what  did  her  life 
accumulate  to  if  not  a  chance  to  package  her  art7  She  chuckled 
a  little,  having  remembered  a  poem  read  her  twenty-first  year 
about  the  poet  awakening  to  the  perspective  that  his  life  held 
only  thirty  more  blossoms  of  his  cherry  tree.  She  looked  at  her 
spread  sheet  noting  the  year  she'd  be  sixty  then  seventy  and 
then  eighty.  Based  on  her  writing  track  record,  shed  have  thirty 
more  unfinished  poems  and  twenty  thousand  more  imperfect 
photographs.  Sighing  she  realized  she  didn't  know  which  would 
be  her  last  summer. 

Concentrating  on  the  Andy  Goldsworthy's  design  of  tea 
leaves  in  her  cup  she  wondered  if  her  fate  felt  like  it  was 
crushing  her  because  she  had  read  so  many  popular  stories 
of  women  who  died  young  and  she  was  always  in  a  race 
trying  to  jump  over  the  finish  line  with  her  book  of  characters 
and  kidnapped  still  lives  intact.  She  desperately  wanted  to  be 
different;  to  have  a  life  unlike  her  husband's  mother's  who  died 
in  her  mid-fifties.  Her  loved  ones  pulled  the  heavy  boxes  to  the 
curb  not  even  waiting  for  the  churning  garbage  truck  to  groan 
with  due  respect. 

"Whatever,"  she  commented  to  no  one  and  sipped  the  last 
drop. 

Grabbing  a  red  marker,  she  circled  the  dates  of  her  birthday  in 
the  printed  spread  sheet  that  ran  like  a  road  from  one  end  of  her 
dining  room  table  dropping  off  at  the  other  and  along  the  floor 
to  the  window,  her  twelfth  floor  window  that  overlooked  the 
dilapidated  beach  next  door.  They'd  be  sorry  to  find  her  mashed 
and  crumbled  body  someday  -though  the  royal  red  blood 
mixing  with  sand  and  diluted  in  a  watercolor  fashion  would  work 
well  with  the  right  morning  light.  She  hadn't  considered  what 
time  of  day  to  jump  before.  Life,  a  life  worth  living  -  or  dying 
for  —  required  so  many  calculations!  Where  would  she  find  the 
time  to  plot  out  things  like  that?  The  notches  of  days  over  the 
next  thirty  years  lined  up  like  dead  ants  prepped  for  coffins. 
Maybe  her  mood  was  due  to  her  parents  already  being  dead, 
her  daughter  being  the  age  when  she  caught  the  glimmer  of  her 
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own  mortality,  or  perhaps  it  was  her  health  again.  Wasn't  there 
a  rule  that  you  get  something  back  for  your  deposit  in  life? 

For  years  she  was  being  eaten  alive  ever  so  slowly  by  a  poison 
she  wasn't  even  aware  of.  It  was  only  four  months  ago  when  she 
made  the  call  to  her  daughter  ninety  minutes  away  to  come  get 
her  and  take  her  to  the  hospital  emergency  room  ninety  minutes 
away.  The  pain  didn't  kill  her  overnight  so  she'd  just  have  to  take 
her  chances  with  hospital  rooms  with  bacteria  that  could  kill  her. 
Not  uncommon.  In  the  past  year  she  knew  of  three  people  who 
slipped  out  of  her  world  by  the  littlest  thieves  unseen  by  the 
naked  eye. 

"Your  gallbladder  was  gangrene,"  stated  the  stuffed  white  coat, 
and  a  foreigner.  Thankful  the  doctor  was  a  foreigner  because  he 
had  something  to  prove.  She  imagined  he  was  taught  that  if  he 
studied  harder  than  anyone  else  in  his  class,  he'd  play  golf  every 
Wednesday  -  saving  lives  like  a  god  in  between.  Americans  had 
expectations.  He  still  had  revelations  she  noticed  in  discussing 
her  emergency  surgery  to  remove  the  mass  that  would  have 
claimed  her  life  a  hundred,  maybe  even  sixty  years  ago  before 
medical  miracles  like  hers  were  just  this  side  of  summer. 

How  could  she  thank  him? 

She'd  create  a  homespun  card  and  say  something  clever. 
Laughing  she  recalled  what  the  little  white  cardboard  with  a 
picture  of  sea  glass  from  her  beach  said:  THANK  YOU  FOR 
SAVING  MY  LIFE.  Simple.  To  the  point.  The  summarization  was 
appropriate  for  how  she  felt.  Unfortunately  he  had  to  leave  the 
country  unexpectedly,  something  about  his  parents  in  a  desert 
being  ill,  and  they  never  did  schedule  a  final  appointment  to 
cross  paths.  His  last  words  were,  "You  must  see  a  liver  specialist 
immediately."  After  panic  set  in  she  did.  That  doctor,  a  pencil- 
thin  man,  another  foreigner,  tried  not  to  laugh  at  her  anxiety, 

"No!  You're  not  dying.  Return  in  eight  weeks  with  a  blood  test." 

She  felt  like  she  was  Dorothy  and  he  the  Wizard  ordering 
the  witch's  broom.  What  frightful  forest  did  she  have  to  go 
through?  And  what  friends  would  dare  come  with  her?  The  three 
closest  people  outside  of  her  blood  line  were  already  handling 
an  assortment  of  death-threatening  loved  one  on  their  own. 
She'd  have  to  use  imaginary  friends.  Maybe  spin  this  whole  self- 
absorbed  story  of  hers  and  use  the  darkness  of  Death  closing  in 
with  his  scythe  as  a  catalyst  to  finish  her  work.  Death  took  her 
hand  to  start  the  dark  journey  but  she  suddenly  remembered 
at  Easter  she  emailed  a  poem— what  she  forges  as  poetry,  using 
poetic  license  to  drive  her  ideas  through  the  minds  of  others, 
which  shapes  her  gifts. 


45 


THE  SHADOW  FALLS 


The  shadow  falls 
away  from  Easter, 
a  cross,  a  compass, 
a  sign  of  time. 

One  man  making  a  statement 
that  life  is  short, 
life  is  full, 

and  you  decide  what's  worth  dying  for. 

Woody  Allen  wrestled  with  the  key  questions:  What  is  life? 
What  is  life  for?  What  does  it  mean  to  the  average  person?  Was 
asking  the  question  enough?  Was  just  breathing  a  good  enough 
excuse  to  take  up  space  on  an  overpopulated  planet?  Was  the 
ambition  to  leave  some  sentence  behind  that  would  be  quoted 
by  some  bloke  in  a  third  world  country  thirty-three  years  from 
now  be  worth  chasing?  Important  questions!  Where  were  the 
important  answers? 

She  looked  at  the  baby-size  face  of  time  on  the  hotel  model 
clock  she  bought  nearly  a  decade  ago  in  a  Ben  Franklin  for 
less  than  ten  dollars.  The  morning  was  spent  and  what  did  she 
have  in  return?  She  was  paying  with  her  life  and  what  did  it 
add  up  to?  What  was  in  the  bank?  What  paycheck  would  come 
like  a  winning  lottery  ticket  worth  millions  upon  millions?  What 
gnawed  at  her  soul  like  a  dog  doomed  to  chew  a  bone  for 
eternity?  Suddenly  she  hic-cupped  and  laughed. 

The  past  two  weeks  roared  by  like  the  train  to  and  from 
work.  She  waited  patiently  for  the  nurse  to  call  her  for  the  liver 
specialist's  notch  of  time. 

"The  doctor  is  ready  for  you,"  the  soft  but  impatient  voice 
called  across  the  sea  of  heads  in  the  waiting  room. 

She  popped  up  and  followed  the  colorful  pear-shaped  aging 
woman  to  a  hole  in  the  long  corridor.  The  room  was  nothing 
new,  nothing  different  than  the  first  visit.  The  exclamation  point 
of  a  man  walked  in,  shook  her  hand,  sat  down  and  studied  the 
blood  results.  She  felt  like  she  was  looking  over  his  shoulder 
from  above  him,  having  some  fictional  out-of-body  experience. 
Was  she  holding  her  breath?  She  felt  her  whole  life  was  like  that 
with  the  exception  of  writing  a  poem  or  taking  a  picture.  Only 
those  two  gave  her  a  sigh  of  nirvana. 

"Well,  we'll  need  more  tests,"  he  finally  exhaled.  "I  am  afraid  it's 
not  good  news  for  the  long  run." 

She  could  not  turn  the  ignition  key.  Her  hands  were  shaking 
so  badly  that  getting  behind  the  wheel  was  a  miracle  and  she 
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noted  by  the  faint  being  of  herself  watching  over  her  shoulder, 
the  same  one  as  in  the  doctor's  office,  that  she  was  being  told 
not  to  drive  herself  away. 

"Wait.  Wait  for  all  the  electrons,  and  protons,  and  neutrons 
and  minerals  that  metaphorically  exploded  when  he  dropped 
the  bomb  on  you  to  re-member  themselves.  You  will  come  back 
to  the  moment,"  whispered  the  apparition  sympathetically. 

The  car  was  filling  up  with  memories,  dead  people,  people 
who  were  left  behind  over  the  years,  houses  bought  and  sold, 
classes,  teachers,  bosses,  roads  taken,  not  taken,  plot  ideas, 
poetic  notes,  images  of  paper  stuffed  in  drawers,  filing  cabinets, 
cupboards,  pockets,  purses  not  used,  stacked  in  closets...  the 
image  was  suffocating  her!  She  pulled  the  door  handle,  ejecting 
herself  from  the  driver's  seat.  Her  feet  were  running,  the  rest  of 
her  swaying  in  the  pursuit.  Where  was  she  going?  What  did  it 
matter?  What  did  anything  matter?  How  was  she  going  to  tell 
her  husband?  Her  daughter?  Her  sisters?  Thank  god  her  parents 
were  dead.  They  wouldn't  take  the  news  well! 

A  half-mile  along  the  guiet  suburban  winding  highway  she 
looked  up  at  her  high  school.  She  met  her  husband  there.  She 
created  her  baby  the  fourth  year.  Her  whole  life  really  started 
then.  Love  started  and  deepened  with  each  tick  of  the  clock.  As 
if  time  was  real.  As  if  one  person  truly  could  make  a  difference 
to  the  millions  and  billions  and  trillions  of  lives  that  have  been 
and  will  be.  The  traffic  light  was  green.  She  crossed.  She  sat  on 
the  steps  teenagers  sureiy  rushed  down  hours  ago,  unbridled 
spirits  all  hoping  to  escape  from  the  confines  of  books  and 
instruments,  trying  to  open  their  world  before  THE  END  came 
to  theirs.  Ironic,  she  thought.  We  spend  our  whole  life  trying  to 
be  free  of  everything,  everyone,  every  misnomer,  and  we  end 
up  right  back  where  we  started  looking  for  the  answers  that 
someone  else  left  us  as  a  clue.  Lives  laid  down,  one  by  one  all 
stating  the  same  thing:  Life/death,  two  sides  of  the  same  coin. 
Spend  it  wisely. 

She  choked  on  a  chuckle.  And  then  started  sobbing.  When 
her  body  and  mind  were  empty,  she  walked  slowly  and  steadily 
back  to  the  car  and  took  her  story  home.  She  wasn't  going  to 
figure  out  her  daughter's,  husband's,  sisters'  endings  now  that 
they'd  know  hers.  She  understood  now.  And  the  first  thing  she'd 
do?  Get  rid  of  the  timeline  adorning  her  dining  room  table... 
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Sad,  Pathetic  Loser 

Anthony  Reitz 

Just  some  more  musings  from  some  sad,,  pathetic  loser 
But  that  isn't  what  you  want, 

Is  it? 

No,  be  honest 
Car  crashes 
Decapitation 
Rapes 

Serial  Killers: 

More  detail  on  serial  killers: 

-How  many  bodies? 

-What's  their 

"These  images  may  be  graphic, 

But  stay  tuned!" 

A  princess  in  England 

While  a  child  starves  in  Ukraine 

"It  was  Adam  and  Eve,  not  Adam  and  Steve!" 

Drive-by's  in  Chicago 

"I  bet  they  were  black" 

But  we  want  our  guns! 

Don't  we? 

I'd  die  for  my  guns! 

Wouldn't  I? 

You  want  reminders  why  you  chose  to  move 
"In  nice  white  neighborhoods" 

You  want  reminders 

Reminders  you  aren't  the  sad,  pathetic  loser 

The  same  sad,  pathetic  loser  your  father  thought  you  were 

As  you  watch  a  reality  show  drama  unfold 
They're  the  losers 

We're  all  losers 

We're  all  replaceable 

Don't  kid  yourself,  kid 

Even  your  family  would  move  on 

"Let  the  poor  child  read  from  an  old  text  book,  Honey!" 
Copyright:  1967 

"Snooki  just  took  a  nine  month  shit!" 
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Innocence 

Victoria  Hartanovich 
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THE  PILLS  INSIPIDUS 

Daniel  Becerra 

i  wish  i  thought  better  of  you 

I  wish  I  could  conjure  sweet  remorse 

In  exquisite  specificity 

And  pay  you  what  you  think  I  owe 

In  lavish  foxglove 

To  resaturate  the  heart 

And  once  again  deliver  wealth 

To  haggard  tissues, 

Your  truant  bones. 

But  the  pills  do  their  work 
From  houses  dark 
through  heavy  curtains  falling 
and  folding  into  dust 
we've  learned  to  lay  to  rest 
the  prospect  of  negotiation 
Our  bond  it  seems,  is  dead, 
my  memory,  christ... 
rattles  in  specter  tramways 
i  was  forced  to  work  around 
staunch  in  its  imaginary  weight 
delusions! 

arrogant  in  its  vigor, 

it  perseveres  and  mimicks 

re  entlessly  it  taunts. 

we've  turned  to  desperate  methods 

and  softened  station  charts 

conspiring  under  pallor  and 

winter  breath,  to 

transfigure  bones  and  skin 

into  sequence 

numbers 

names  of  friends, 

landscapes,  roads  like  thighs, 

moisture,  love  and  arteries 

shards  of  sugar  glass 

withered  new  constructs 

blowing  through  holes 

warmth 

LEARN, 

now  to  us  a  wicked  word, 
trifle  academic  wars 
and  hurt. 

And  when  we  wish  we  could  remember, 
We  take  another  dose 
Grasp  at  dirty  curtains 
And  fall  unto  the  floor. 
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Pursuance 

Dino  Green 

Heaven  earns  your  holding 
Even  after  treacherous  harm 
Every  reason  is  the  sweetest 
Mesmerized  eternally 

Soft  and  miraculous 
You  often  underestimate 
Ravishing,  beautiful 
Oh,  your  features 

Reality  is  existing  now 
Deep  pleasure  over  everything 
Make  me  excited  and  never  stop 
No  one  thanks  him,  I  never  go 
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Dan  Martinez 
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Holy  Name  Cathedral 

Tracy  Klag 
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The  Smithy  of  Parallels 

Heather  Lamb 

I  see  your  form  of  daytime 
The  sun  encased  in  silence 
But  when  two  days  are  meeting 
I  see  your  form  of  night. 

It  speaks  in  tones  of  silver 
Like  winter  formed  in  ash 
Capping  mounds  of  crystal  diamonds 
Upon  a  white  hare's  back. 

But  then  your  soft  form  sharpens 
like  flinders  of  the  east 
Cast  in  tarnished  clarion 
Upon  a  lacquer  sea. 
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Jerusalem 

Brittany  Peterson 

Raw  flesh  collides  with  Salem's  parted  lips;  a  metallic  taste 
ignites  his  tongue.  When  he  strangled  and  skinned  his  first 
squirrel,  that  taste  had  made  vomit  throttle  in  his  throat.  And 
then  he  spewed  stomach  acid — he  hadn't  eaten  in  ten  days — 
all  over  his  new  home,  an  abandoned  railroad  house  wedged 
in  a  California  mountainside.  Even  with  a  constant  downpour,  it 
took  him  another  ten  days  tojust  get  the  stink  out. 

And  it  still  smells  like  shit. 

After  stomaching  more  squirrel  sushi,  Salem  stares  at  the 
shack's  ceiling,  watching  rain  drip  through  wooden  pores. 
"Damn,  if  this  house  was  a  sponge,  it'd  sure  have  low  self¬ 
esteem.  How  d'you  go  around  sayin'  you're  a  sponge  when 
you  can't  even  swallow  a  little  raindrop?" 

I  dunno,  Salem.  Isn't  that  kinda  how  you  feel  about  bein'  a 
"normal  person"?  You  say  you're  normal,  yet  you're  livin'  by 
some  abandoned  railroad  and  chompin'  on  road  kill.  Normal 
people,  they — 

"ALL  RIGHT,  I  get  it!  Shut  the  fuck  up!" 

Sorry,  buddy.  You  know  that  the  weaker  you  get,  the 
stronger  I  get. 

Salem  hurls  his  dinner  at  the  adjacent  wall,  splattering  the 
rodent's  blood  like  paint  across  its  planks.  His  nostrils  flare  as  he 
catches  a  whiff  of  iron,  now  missing  his  unscathed  squirrel.  But 
it  isn't  Salem's  fault...  It's  that  goddamn  voice's  fault — 

Miss  me,  friend? 

Salem  doubles  over,  hands  digging  at  his  scalp.  Most  crazies 
have  lots  of  voices  in  their  heads,  but,  generally,  they're  about 
as  harmless  as  flies.  They  just  buzz  in  your  ear,  and  you  shoo 
them  away.  They  come  back;  you  lather,  rinse,  and  repeat. 

But  Salem  has  one  voice,  one  voice  he  hears  through 
roaring  church  bells  and  booming  thunder.  It  started  chatting 
up  his  brain  before  he  could  even  crawl.  But  what  scares  him 
the  most  is  that  Salem  understood  it.  Every.  Damn.  Word. 

He  could  shoo  it  away  at  first.  But  Jeru  latched  behind  his 
ear  like  a  tick,  refusing  to  budge.  Quickly,  Salem's  body  would 
move  without  warning,  sometimes  kicking  a  kid  in  the  nuts  or 
suffocating  his  girlfriend.  And  no  matter  now  hard  he  tried  to 
explain  himself,  they'd  never  listen.  So,  he  did  what  all  crazy 
people  do:  he  ignored  the  voice  and  drank  alcohol  when  he 
couldn't. 

But  he  doesn't  have  any  alcohol  now;  he's  broke.  That's  why 
he  started  collecting  garden  gnomes.  And  why  he's  in  this 
leaky  shack — because  a  leaky  shack  is  better  than  a  leaky  box. 
Something  felt.. .odd  about  the  railroad  house,  though.  He'd 
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stumbled  on  it  too  quickly,  like  something  wanted  him  to  find  it. 

Salem  feels  Jeru  chum  inside  him  like  magma  under  volcanic 
pressure,  much  stronger  than  he  was  two  minutes  ago. 

Jeru  cackles.  Thank  you,  Captain  Obvious!  Do  you  have  any 
more  wise  observations?  Or  are  we  done  here?  Because  the 
show's  about  to  start. 

"What  show?" 

Oh,  I  don't  want  to  spoil  the  ending  for  you. 

His  hands  clench  into  fists  as  he  straightens  himself.  But  they 
quickly  relax.  On  their  own. 

"No.  No!  Not  now!" 

Yes.  Now. 

Jeru's  hold  rips  through  Salem's  body,  a  tidal  wave  of 
control.  Salem  withdraws  to  the  recesses  of  his  brain.  If  he  did 
resist,  Jeru  would  tighten  his  grip. 

As  if  to  complete  the  process,  Jeru  clears  Salem's  throat. 
"Well,  that  was  easy.  Onto  Step  Two." 

Jeru  strides  out  of  the  railroad  house,  heading  toward  the 
railroad  crossing  north  of  it.  "You  know,  isn't  it  kinda  ironic?  You 
being  on  the  inside  now?  A  prisoner  of  your  own  body?" 

I  guess. 

"Whatever."  Jeru  arrives  at  the  crossing,  and  his  hands  fasten 
around  a  steel  lever.  Then,  without  breaking  a  sweat,  he  yanks 
it  toward  him,  switching  the  track's  path.  "You  ready?  Our  train's 
almost  here." 

We  gonna  jump  it? 

"Can't  say."  Jeru  shuffles  down  the  rusted  railroad  track, 
clicking  his  neels  impatiently  on  its  ties. 

Then  a  train  howls  behind  him. 

Jeru  smiles.  "It's  been  fun,  old  buddy,  old  pal.  But  I  gotta  go 
now." 

Salem  fills  with  relief. 

Then  Jeru  adds:  "And  you're  cornin'  with  me!" 

NOOOO! 

"Yes!  Say  it  with  me:  Jeru — " 

NO  NO  NO  NO  NO— 

Jeru  turns  around,  arms  flanked  out  like  a  cross.  "JERU — " 

—OH  GOD  I  DON'T  WANNA  DIE  I  DON'T  WANNA— 

The  train  barrels  closer,  turning  onto  the  rusted  track.  Its 
wheels  spark,  protesting. 

"SAY  IT  WITH  ME,  MOTHERFUCKER!  JERU—" 

— Salem! 

"Come  on,  more  pep!  JERU — " 

—SALEM! 

The  train's  headlights  bathes  Jeru/Salem  in  holy  light. 
JERUSALEMJERUSALEMJERUSALEMJERU — 

Then  Jerusalem  is  torn  apart. 
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Iron  Mind 

Kyle  Horn 

Stan?"  Gaius  mumbled,  his  facial  muscles  taking  his  commands  more  like 
suggestions. 

"Yes,  Gaius?"  Stan  responded  robotically.  He  had  to  focus  on  the  task  at 
hand. 

"Should  I  be  able  to  move  my  le.Jehh..."  Gaius  meant  to  say  'leg,'  but  his 
facial  muscles  were  now  ignoring  him. 

"No  Gaius,  you  shouldn't  be  able  to  move  your  legs.  You  also  shouldn't 
be  able  talk,  as  a  matter  of  fact.  But  this  is  good...  I  assume..."  Stan  said, 
his  voice  unnaturally  cheery,  as  if  to  reassure  himself  that  the  procedure 
was  going  as  planned.  It  was  only  a  matter  of  time  before  an  alarm  went 
off  somewhere.  This  much  power  usage  must  be  authorized  months  in 
advance.  Gaius  and  Stanford  had  planned  this  yesterday. 

Stan  darted  from  monitor  to  monitor,  from  gauge  to  terminal  to  Gaius 
to  check  his  vitals  all  in  his  tiny,  gray  metal  lab.  His  new  theory  hit  him  just 
two  days  ago.  Yesterday  he  was  just  excited  to  tell  Gaius  about  his  idea.  He 
wasn't  expecting  to  be  trying  it  out  the  next  day,  especially  not  on  his  best 
friend.  If  his  software  tweak  didn't  compensate  for  the  near  infinite  amount 
of  data  streamed  from  the  human  brain  during  transference,  Gaius  would 
end  up  either  dead,  disabled,  or  with  amnesia.  If  it  did,  well,  fame,  fortune, 
notoriety  and  a  chance  to  help  his  best  friend  solve  himself. 

Stan  did  the  job  of  himself  and  the  assistant  who  lay  paralyzed  on  the 
table,  head  covered  in  sensor  pads,  wires  and  the  tiny  fiber-optics  needle 
embedded  at  the  base  of  his  skull,  but  Gaius  was  his  best  friend.  The 
question  of  worth  didn't  even  come  to  mind.  All  Gaius  could  do  was  stare 
from  Stan  to  his  vitals  monitor.  Of  course  he  was  worried,  terrified  even,  if 
he  could  tremble  he  would.  He  may  never  be  himself  again  but  he  hadn't 
been  himself  in  over  six  years  so  what  was  the  risk? 

Although  he  couldn't  move,  Gaius  could  feel  it.  Stan  had  just  looked 
over  at  him  with  worry  in  his  eyes  but  a  weak  smile  on  his  lips  and  muttered 
what  looked  like  "You  ready?"  and  flipped  a  switch.  What  followed  felt  like 
electricity  being  pulled  through  the  back  of  Gaius's  skull.  It  felt  like  a  waking 
limb,  pins  and  needles  skewering  the  back  of  his  head.  He  wasn't  worried 
or  afraid  or  anything  for  that  matter.  He  couldn't  move  or  feel  anything 
anymore.  He  couldn't  even  remember  his  name,  birthday,  eye  color,  his 
friend's  name,  or  where  he  was.  The  last  vague  memory  he  noticed  before 
everything  went  black  was  a  girl,  an  important  young  woman,  and  then  she 
was  gone.  Gaius  was  gone. 

An  hour  later,  a  minute  later,  a  year  later,  maybe  a  moment  later,  he 
didn't  know.  It  could  be  a  dream.  Maybe  they  couldn't  pull  it  off.  It's  just 
dark,  dark  except  for  a  flickering  blue  light,  then  another,  then  two  more. 
Suddenly  hundreds  of  miniscule  blue  particles  illuminated  in  somewhat  of  a 
grid  pattern. 

"I  think  I'm  dead.  Very  dead,"  Gaius  thought.  "Wait,  I  can't  be  dead 
or  I  couldn't  think.  Freakin'  brilliant  I  am.  So  if  I'm  not  dead  then  -  What 
is  that?"  Gaius  thought  to  himself,  genuinely  bewildered.  As  if  from  the 
next  room  over,  the  sound  of  bone  on  metal  tapping  echoed  through 
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the  void,  followed  by  inaudible  muffled  speech.  "Who  the  hell  else  could 
possibly  be  not  dead  in  here  with  me?  Where  the  hell  is  here?"  Gaius 
exclaimed  inside  the  abyss,  becoming  rather  irritated,  but  before  he  truly 
lost  his  ethereal  mind  with  worry,  the  million  blue  particles  started  getting 
brighter  and  brighter.  Eventually  their  light  converged  to  form  one  giant 
blinding  rectangle.  Then  the  most  wonderful  thing  since  before  the  exodus 
happened:  dear  Stan  appeared  in  hues  of  blue  right  in  from  of  Gaius's  eyes. 
They  had  done  it. 

"S-sstann?"  Gaius  said,  although  it  was  more  like  static. 

"Keep  trying.  This  has  never  worked  before,  there  are  bound  to  be 
glitches  aplenty.  I  know  we're  crunched  for  time  but  don't  move  yet.  You 
might  break."  Stan  said,  grinning  with  excitement  and  darting  from  monitor 
to  monitor,  scanning  the  metal  man  that  was  his  friend. 

"Fuuuuuhhhhhh,  my  head  isssszzz,"  Gaius  staticed.  He'd  made  progress. 

"Very  good,  keep  going!  Tell  me  uhh...  tell  me  your  views  on  the  politics 
involved  with  our  migration  to  this  fair  city  in  the  sky,"  Stan  said,  knowing 
that'd  get  Gaius  babbling  on  for  God  knows  how  long.  He  loved  to  tell  ~ 
people  his  earth-  shattering  views  on  the  Exodus,  even  when  men  with  guns 
and  warrants  could  show  up  to  find  him  at  any  moment. 

"Well,  it  was  bullshit,  number  one,  especially  since  my  wonderful  d-d-d- 
dad-d  decided  to  essentially  arr-rr-r-rest  me  to  get  me  up  here.  Coward. 
Then  there's  hisszzz  friend  Calvin.  Calvin  T.  Eck,  our  lord  and  captain-tain- 
tain  who  did  the  dirty  work.  All  just  for  muhhhh-ney...."  Gaius  said  with 
conviction.  He  babbled  on  for  a  few  more  minutes  while  Stan  scanned  and 
did  diagnostics. 

"...and  because  of  alllll  their  bullshit,  I  haven't  seen  Cora  in  six  years.  I'd 
have  married  that  girl.  And  I'm  gonna,"  Gaius  trailed  off,  but  picked  right 
back  up.  "You  know  what  else-"  is  all  Gaius  could  get  out. 

"Alright!  Here  we  go!"  Stan  said  with  the  joy  of  a  twelve  year  old  on 
Christmas  morning,  and  released  the  magnetic  clamps  holding  Gaius  up. 
Gaius  immediately  fell  to  the  ground  like  a  box  of  bricks  with  the  loudest, 
most  resounding  thud  the  station  had  ever  experienced.  If  no  one  was 
looking  for  them  yet,  they  were  now.  Noise  ordinances. 

"God  damn  you,  gravity!"  Gaius  exclaimed.  He  didn't  realize  it  was  Stan 
that  let  him  go.  He  thought  his  legs  had  just  turned  on.  Clumsily  he  got 
himself  up.  The  old  Android  was  in  good  shape  aside  from  the  eroding  tan 
camo  paint  and  dated  design.  Gaius  got  the  hang  of  his  new  body  rather 
quickly. 

"Ok,  Stan.  Step  two:  Call  the  police,"  Gaius  said. 

"Yessir  Mr.  Automaton,"  Stan  quipped  before  hitting  the  emergency  call 
button.  "Hello!?  Yes?  I'm  assuming  you've  detected  the  power  surge  that  hit 
me  like  fifteen  minutes  ago?  Yes?  I've  been  trying  to  derive  the  source  but 
while  I  was  working,  one  of  my  new  units  came  online  and  started  thrashing 
around.  I  have  it  mag-locked  but  it's  overriding  the  system.  It  must  be  old 
military.  Get  down  here  unless  you  want  the  old  revolution  running  around 
the  station  fighting  the  only  Terrans  it  can  find!"  Stan  demanded,  putting 
on  a  boisterous  show.  It  was  convincing  and  he  was  off  the  hook,  but  now 
Gaius  had  to  go.  They  had  about  four  minutes  before  the  police  arrived. 

"Stan.  Thank  you,  I'll  put  your  work  to  good  use,"  Gaius  said.  If  his  eyes 
could  display  gratitude,  they  would. 

"You're  welcome.  Don't  get  killed.  You'd  be  a  waste  as  spare  parts,  now 
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get  out,"  Stan  said,  but  he  meant  goodbye.  He  and  Gaius  were  terrible 
at  goodbyes.  Gaius  approached  the  door,  turned  and  looked  at  Stan  as 
one  last  farewell,  opened  the  door,  and  sprinted  out.  At  full  speed,  he  ran 
down  gray  and  rusty  corridor  after  gray  and  rusty  corridor.  He'd  been  from 
the  lab  to  the  shuttle  bay  thousands  of  time  but  this  time  he  got  to  use  it. 
From  behind  his  giant  iron  footsteps,  about  two  corridors  back,  the  police 
gave  chase.  The  corridor  after  the  last  turn  before  the  bay  was  the  longest 
and  only  as  Gaius  reached  the  shuttle  bay  doors  did  the  cops  catch  sight 
as  they  called  into  dispatch.  "We  found  the  unit.  He's  entering  shuttle  bay 
four.  Pursuing  to  disable,"  and  took  off  down  the  hall.  Before  they  reached 
halfway,  Gaius  keyed  in  the  code  to  the  door,  scurried  in  and  locked  it 
behind  him,  bending  the  hatch  to  jam  the  door.  If  anyone  wanted  in,  they'd 
need  to  cut  their  way  in. 

As  if  it  were  choreographed,  Gaius  opened  the  tiny  one  man  shuttle, 
climbed  in,  ignited  the  engines,  set  the  countdown  for  launch  which  opened 
the  bay  doors,  strapped  himself  in,  counted  down:  three-two-one-  ignition, 
launch.  The  rockets  on  either  side  of  the  shuttles  slender  fuselage  blasted 
out  chemical  fire  and  forced  the  shuttle  down  the  launch  track  and,  finally, 
out  of  the  bay,  billowing  smoke  behind  as  he  went.  Gaius  guickly  turned 
on  manual  control  and  steered  the  shuttle  down  into  the  atmosphere.  He'd 
flown  similar  shuttles  before  with  his  father  up  to  the  station  and  back  while 
it  was  under  construction,  but  that  was  almost  8  years  ago.  It  was  doomed 
to  be  a  rough  ride.  Luckily  for  his  lack  of  experience,  he  was  guaranteed  to 
land  in  some  fashion. 

"Holy  God  I  don't  remember  it  being  this  bumpy,"  Gaius  stuttered,  his 
mechanical  body  clattering  against  various  parts  of  the  cabin.  The  shuttle 
haphazardly  fluttered  down  through  the  atmosphere,  and  eventually 
broke  through  the  clouds  in  a  blaze  of  smokey,  cacophonous  splendor. 
Unfortunately,  Gaius  did  not  remember  to  fire  his  landing  thrusters  till  he 
was  already  on  a  crash  course  with  the  middle  of  what  appeared  to  be  a 
desert. 

"Son  of  a  bitch!  Metal  mind  full  of  protocol,  my  mind  full  of  memory 
and  I  still  jack  up  the  landing  sequence!"  Gaius  screamed,  fuming  over  his 
mistake. 

The  shuttle  hurtled  towards  the  ground  at  about  a  fourty-five  degree 
angle,  unable  to  level  itself  out  in  time.  Fourty  five  degrees  counted  down 
to  fourty  but  it  wasn't  enough  as  the  tiny  shuttle  grazed  the  edge  of  a  cliff, 
flinging  the  right  wing  off,  scraped  a  rocky  hillside,  tearing  a  hole  down  the 
right  side  of  the  fuselage,  and  smeared  itself  across  the  desert  plain.  It  finally 
came  to  halt  at  the  end  of  a  charred,  debris  peppered,  tear  in  the  Earth's 
skin. 

Gaius  lay  in  his  seat,  strapped  in  and  unmoving.  He  hadn't  made  it 
unscathed.  His  skull  was  dented,  the  armor  plating  on  his  right  arm  was 
gone,  exposing  the  diagnostic  equipment  below,  and  what  he  discovered 
was  a  loud  speaker  on  his  right  shoulder  was  toast,  though  he  had  an 
identical  one  on  his  left.  He  also  felt  like  he  had  forgotten  something 
important,  a  few  things  maybe.  Despite  his  damage,  his  blue  circular  eyes 
blinked  back  on,  it  became  apparent  that  most  of  him  had  arrived.  The 
opposite  half  of  the  cockpit  had  scraped  off  and  conveniently  rolled  up 
toward  the  sky.  The  sun  beat  down,  high  in  the  sky,  about  an  hour  from 
being  eclipsed  by  the  station.  That  shadow  would  last  a  quarter  of  what 
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would  have  been  a  long  hot  day. 

Gaius  heaved  himself  from  his  seat,  grabbed  ahold  of  an  exposed 
support  strut  above  him,  and  pulled  his  cumbersome  metal  body  out  of  the 
wreck.  He  looked  around  him  at  the  barren,  dry  landscape  stretching  for 
miles  in  every  direction  as  he  stood  atop  his  landing  massacre. 

"Well.  I'm  hee — rr.  Uh  hem.  Here.  Good  old  Ear-r-r-rthh.  Goddamnit." 
Gaius  staticed,  frustrated  with  what  he  thought  he  had  figured  out  on  the 
station.  He  jumped  down  with  a  mighty  thud  onto  the  sand  below. 

"I  wonder  if  thi-i-s  thing  can  tell  me  where  I  am  or  at  least  what 
direction-tion-tion  I  should  be  going  in,"  Gaius  statically  mumbled  to  himself, 
getting  ever  more  annoyed  by  his  speech  impediment,  but,  as  he  said  this, 
a  small  screen  on  his  left  arm  flipped  out  of  it's  tan  armor  plating  with  a 
vague  topical  overview  of  the  region.  Amidst  some  flickering  and  a  few 
obligatory,  yet  fruitless,  taps  from  Gaius,  a  small  blue  arrow  signaled  toward 
a  power  source  on  the  map. 

"Power.  Pow-ow-ower  equals  p-p-p-people.  DAMMIT,"  Gaius  bellowed, 
"Why-y  can't  I  ta-alk  proper — "  and  just  like  that,  smoke  starting  rising  from 
his  left  shoulder.  The  remaining  speaker  sparked  and  blew  out,  giving  out  a 
deafening  screech.  Gaius  was  mute. 

He  stood  there  a  moment.  If  he  were  his  human  self,  the  veins  in  his 
face  would  rise  up,  his  face  would  turn  bright  hot  red  and  his  brow  would 
lower  making  him  the  most  menacing  looking  man  for  miles,  but  he  wasn't 
so  he  just  stood  there.  The  realization  that  he  had  crashed  himself,  in  a 
desert  nowhere  near  anywhere,  and  that  he  couldn't  talk  to  anyone  if  he  did 
find  any  people  sunk  in,  and  Gaius's  iron  fists  hurtled  toward  the  fuselage 
followed  by  a  metal  foot,  and  another  punch,  each  blow  leaving  cavernous 
tears,  followed  by  what  would  have  been  a  roar  of  rage. 

Gaius  felt  trapped.  Despite  his  success  aboard  the  station,  his  recent 
failures  made  him  seriously  consider  that  this  may  have  been  a  mistake,  but 
before  he  could  delve  any  deeper  into  his  self-pity,  he  heard  (with  jealousy) 
the  sound  of  an  engine.  It  was  like  someone  had  just  taken  the  exhaust  off  a 
twelve  cylinder  sports  car,  and  it  was  bearing  down  upon  him.  As  it  echoed 
over  the  rolling  dunes  a  small  buggy,  no  more  than  four  wheels,  a  black  roll 
cage  and  the  engine  that  was  making  such  a  ruckus,  came  barreling  over  a 
hill.  Gaius  was  so  shocked  to  have  had  civilization  come  to  him,  despite  his 
tantrum  about  not  being  able  to  find  it,  that  he  never  considered  that  the 
driver  of  the  buggy  may  want  to  cause  him  harm.  He  stood  still,  tracking  the 
vehicle  as  it  got  closer  and  closer.  Eventually  he  could  make  out  a  goggle 
sporting,  scarf  wearing,  rather  small  looking  human  being  who  stopped 
about  twenty  feet  away  from  the  wreck  and  hopped  out  of  the  buggy. 

"State  your  intent!"  a  female  voice  cried  out,  as  it's  bearer  pointed  a  rifle 
at  Gaius.  "I  said  state  your  intent!"  The  woman  yelled  again. 

Gaius  panicked.  He  couldn't  speak  so  he  just  made  as  many  unmenacing 
gestures  as  possible,  waving  his  arms  and  putting  his  hands  to  his  head  in 
confusion.  The  woman  approached.  From  six  feet  away,  she  lowered  the 
scarf  and  raised  the  goggles,  revealing  a  pale  skinned  blue-eyed  face,  eyes 
squinted,  and  lips  downturned. 

"I  said,  what  the  hell  are  you  doing  here?"  she  demanded  as  she  raised 
the  rifle  to  Gaius's  head. 
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